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A Por in Praiſe of the Hoxx-Book. 


AILI Antient Book, molt Venerable Code! 

T Learning's fir ft Cradle, and it's laſt Abode! 

0 The huge unnumber'd Volume which we ſee, 
By lazy Plagiaries are ſtol'n from T hee. 

Yet future Times, to thy ſufficient Store, 

Shall ne'er preſume to add one Letter more. 


Thee will J ſing in comely Wainſcot bound, 
And Golden Verge encloſing thee around; 
The faithful Horn before, = Age to Age, 
Preſerving thy invaluable Page; 

Behind, thy Patron Saint in Armour ſhines, 


Wich Sword and Lance, to guard thy ſacred Lines: 


Beneath his Cour ſer o Feet the Dragon lies 
Transfx'd; his Blood thy ſcarlet Cover dies; 

TH inſtructive Handle at the Bottom fix'd, 
Leſt wrangling Critich ſhou'd pervert the Text. 


Or if to Ginger-Bread thou ſhalt deſcend, 
And Liquoriſh Learning to thy Babes extend; 
Or Sugar'd Plane o'er{pread with beaten Gold, 
Does the ſweet Treaſure of Thy Letters hold; 
Thou ſtill ſhalt be my Song-------= Apolls's Choir 
1 ſcorn t invoke; Cadmus my Verſe inſpire. 
"I'was Cadmus, who the firft Materials brought 
Of all the Learning which has ſince been taught, 
Soon made compleat! for Mortals ne'er ſhall know 
More than contain'd of old the aon 1 
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What Maſters dictate, or what Doctors preach, 


Wile Matrons hence, een to our Children teach. 


But as the Name of ev'ry Plant and Flow'r 
(So common that each Peaſant knows its Pow'r) 
Phyſicians in myſterious Cant expreſs, 

T' amuſe the Patient, and enhance their Fees: 
So from the Letters of our Native Tongue, 


Put in Greek Scrauls, a Myſt'ry too is ſprung, 


Schools are erected, puzzling Grammars made, 
And artful Men ſtrike out a gainful Trade, 

Strange Characters adorn the Learned Gate, 

And heedleſs Youth catch at the ſhining Bait. 

The pregnant Boys the noiſy Charms declare, 
And *Tau's, and Delta's, make their Mothers ſtare; 


1b' uncommon Sounds amaze the Vulgar Ear, 


And what's Uncommon never cofts too dear. 
Yet in all Tongues the H or n-Boo x is the ſame, 


Taught by the Grecian Maſter, or the Engliſh Dame. 


But how ſhall IJ thy endleſs Virtues tell, 
In which Thon doſt all other Books excell? 
No greaſy Thumbs thy ſpotleſs Leaf can foil, 
Nor crooked Dogs-Fars thy ſmooth Corners ſpoil; 
In idle Pages no Errata ſtand, | 
To tell the Blunders of the Printer's Hand: 
No fulſome Dedication here is writ, 
Nor flatt'ring Verſe, to praiſe the Author's Wit: 
The Margin with no tedious Notes is vex'd, 
Nor Larious Readings to confound the Text: 
All Parties in thy lit ral Senſe agree, 
Thou perfect Center of Concordancy ! 


The Gree: Le ters T, 4. 
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Search we the Records of an ancient Date, 
Or read what modern Hiſtories relate, 8 
They all proclaim what Wonders have been done 
By the plain Letters taken as they run. 
« * Too high the Floods of Paſſion us d to roll, 
* And rend the Roman Y outh's impatient Soul; 
His haſty Anger furniſh'd Scenes of Blood, 
And frequent Deaths of Worthy Men enſud: 
In vain were all the weaker Methods try'd, 
None could ſuffice to ſtem the furious Tide, 
« Thy Sacred Line he did but once repeat, 
And laid the Storm, and cool'd the raging Heat. 


Thy Heav'nly Notes, like Angels Muſick, cheer 
Departing Souls, and ſooth the dying Ear. 

An Aged Peaſant, on his lateſt Bed, 

Wiſh'd for a Friend ſome godly Book to read; 
The pious Grandſon Thy known Handle takes, 
And (Eyes lift up) this ſavry Lecture makes: 
Great A, he gravely read; th' important Sound 
The empty Walls and hollow Roof rebound: 

Th expiring Antient rear d his drooping Head, 


And thank'd his Stars that Hodge had learn'd to Read. 
Great B, the Younker bauls; O heavenly Breath! 


What Ghoſtly Comforts in the Hour of Death! 
What Hopes I feel! Great C, pronounc'd the Boy 
The Grandſire dies with Excaſy of Joy. 


Yet in ſome Lands ſuch Ignorance abounds, 
Whole Pariſhes ſcarce know thy ſeful Sounds. 


* The Lines thus © mark'd, deſcribe the Advice given to Auguſtut, by Athenodorns the Stoick | 
Philoſopher, who deſired the Emperor neither to fay nor de any Thing till he had firſt ſaid over 
the Alphabet, or Letters of the Horn-Book; the ſtrict Obſervance of this Rule would be the Means 


Of 


to make his Paſſion fall, and prevent any raſh Words or Actions. 
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What ſtrong Enchantments ſage Canidia knew, 
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Of Eſſex-Hundreds Fame gives this Report, 


But Fame, I ween, ſays many I hings in Sport. 
Scarce lives the Man to whom Thou rt quite unknown 
Tho” few th' Extent of thy vaſt Empire own. 
Whatever Wonders Magick Spells can do 

On Earth, in Air, in Sea, in Shades below; 
What Words profound and dark wife Mal'met ſpoke, 
When his old Cow an AxctL's Figure took *; 

Or Horace ſung, fierce Monſters to ſubdue, 

O mighty Book, are all contain'd in You! 

All human Arts, and ev'ry Science meet, 

Within the Limits of thy ſingle Sheet: 

From thy vaſt Root all Learning's Branches grow, 
And all her Streams from thy deep Fountain flow. 
And lo! while thus thy Wonders I indite, 

Inſpir'd I feel the Pow'r of which I write; 

The gentler Gout his former Rage forgets, 


Leſs frequent now, and leſs ſevere the Fits; ; 


Stiffneſs and Pain from ev'ry Joint retreat; 


Looſe = the Chains which bound my uſeleſs Feet; 


Surprizing Strength comes every Moment on, 


I tand, I flep, I walk, and now I run. 
Here let me ceaſe, my hobbling Numbers ſtop, 
And at + thy Handle hang my Crutches up. 


*.Scc the Chapter Of the Cow, in the Alcoran. + Potiva Tabula, Hor. 
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The LORDLING. | 
| The Grandſon of a Bricklayer, Great Grandſon of a Butcher. | 

N unnatural Conjunction of Vices and Fol- 

lies, inconſiſtent with each other, in the ſame 
Breaſt: Furious and fawning, ſcurrilous and A 
Hattering, cowardly and 8 inſolent and 4 
abject; molt profligately Falſe, with the ſtrongeſt | 
Profeſſions of Sincerity ; poſitive and variable, ty= _ : 
rannical and laviſh. Go - [ 
| The fame Verfify'd. 3 } 
"THERSITES of amphibious Breed, [ 

Motly Fruit of Mongrel Seed: 
By the Dam from Lordlings ſprung, 


By the Sire exhal'd from Dung: 
Think on ev'ry Vice in Both, 
Look on him, and fee their Growth. 


View him on the Mother's Side, 
Fill'd with Falſhood, Spleen and Pride; 
Poſitive and over-bearing, 5 

Changing ſtill, and ſtill adhering. 
Spitetul, peeviſh, rude, untoward ; 
Fierce in Tongue, in Heart a Coward. 
When his Friends he moſt is hard on, 
Cringing comes to beg their Pardon; 
Reputation ever tearing, 

Ever deareſt Friendſhip ſwearing. 
Judgment weak, and paſſion ſtrong; 
Always various, always wrong: 


Provocation 
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Provocation never waits, 
Where he loves, or where he hates. 


Talks whate' er comes in his Head, 
Wiſhes it were all unſaid. 


Let me now the Vices trace, & 


From his Father's ſcoundrel Race, 

Who cou'd give the Looby ſuch Airs: 
Were they Maſons? Were they Butchers? 
Herald lend the Muſe an Anſwer, +, 
From his Atavus and Grandfire; 
This was dext'rous at his Trowel, 
That was bred to kill a Cow well: 


Hence the greazy clumſy Mien, 

In his Dreſs and Figure {een : 

Hence that mean and ſordid Soul, 
Like his Body, rank and fou: 


Hence that wild ſuſpicious Peep, 
Like a Rogue that ſteals a Sheep: 


Hence he learn'd the Butcher's Guile, 


How to cur 4 Throat and ſmile: 
Like a Butcher doom'd for Life, 


In his Mouth to wear his Knife. 


Hence he draws his daily Food, 
From his Tenant's vital Blood. 


Laſtly, let his Gifts be tryd, 
Bortow'd from the Maſon-Side. 
Some, perhaps, may think him able 
In the State to build a Babe; 
Cou'd we place him in a Station 
To deſtroy the Old Foundation. 
True indeed I ſhou'd be gladder 
Cou'd he learn to mount a Ladder. 
May he at his latter End | 
Mount alive, and dead deſcend. 

In him, tell me, which prevail, 
Female Vices moſt, or Male? Le 
What produc'd them, can you tell? 
Human Race, or Imp of Hell: 
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